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PARLOUR COMPANION. 


Tho’ thus confin’d, my agile thoughts may fly 


Through all the regions of variety. 


OTway. 














NO. 8.] SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 21, 1818. [Vor. If. 
THE RECLUSI:S OF SNOWDEN. she will be your visitor until my return; 


( Continued._) 

HAVING silently glanced his eye 
over the superscription of the letter, 
Melville eagerly tore it open, without 
even the usual form of an apology ; then 
hastily pacing the room with visible 
agitation, he hurried out of it without 
articulating a single word. Louisa’s 
countenance betrayed a thousand ap- 
ptehensions. ‘Theodore found himself 
deprived of the power of speech; but 
at length, regaining a degree of com- 
posure, he expressed his fears that her 
father had received some unpleasant 
news. A summons from her father 
prevented her from replying; and tho’ 
the signal was instantly obeyed, he de- 
manded “ why she had not followed 
him the moment he left the room ?” 
Louisa’s spirits were unprepared for 
the severity of accent in which this in- 
quiry was made; and, without making 
any answer to it, she burst into a flood 
of tears. “ Pardon, I conjure you, the 
effect of tortured feelings!” said Mel- 
ville, tenderly embracing his dutiful 
child, “ for, oh, mv Louisa, could you 
but read what at this moment is passing 
in my bosom, you would not only over- 
look any hasty exprc3sion, but sympa- 
thize in what ! feel !-—but time is pre- 
cious—and I cannot disclose my sor- 
rows. I must insta tly quit Wales; 
my presence *s at th 3 moment neces- 
sary in London, and in a few hours the 
horses will be at the gate. I must write 
a few lines to Mre. Owen, to request 


for it would be extremely improper that 
you should remain without a female 
companion, whilst young Daroley is in 
the house. And, Louisa,” continued 
he, grasping her hand rather with vio- 
lence than affection, ** remember that, to 
your prudence and precaution I intrust 
my future peace ; and, unless you wish 
to drive your father to a state of dis- 
traction, you will guard your heart 
against the insidious artifices of the 
man whom humanity induced me to re- 
ceive under my roof: tor too plainly 
do I perceive that he will endeavour to 
ingratiate himself into your good opi- 
nion, and then treacherously betray, 
abandon, and deceive. Ido not forbid 
you from entering his apartment; but 
[ charge you, as you value my affection, 
never to do it unaccompanied by Mrs. 
p Owen.” “ The charge is wholly unne- 

cessary, my dear father,”’ said. Louisa, 
interrupting him, “ for surely you can- 
not think me so lost to propriety and 
| self respect.”—** That was spoken like 
the daughter of the ill-fated Melville !” 
he rejoined, emphatically, “ ever prac- 
tise that admonitory lesson—‘ Rever- 
ence thyself /’—it contains a volume of 
instruction ; but we must part, my be- 
loved, my adored girl: I cannot now 
be explicit, but I will be more so when 
I arrive in town.” So saying, he fondly 
embraced the object of his affection, 
whilst the tear of parental tenderness 
trembled in his eye; and, as he gave 
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her his parting benediction, he desired 
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her not to press Theodore to remain | 
one day after he was able to bear ' the | 
fatigue of travelling. | 

The singular conduct of Melville, his | 
unusual asperity of demeanour, united | 
to his undertaking such an unexpected | 
journey, without explaining the cause ; | 
all tended completely to depre $8 
Louisa’s spirits, that she retired to her| 
apartment, and yielded to a flood of 
tears. Wholly unmindful of the time| 

| 
which had elapsed since her father’s de-| 
parture, and oi the intention he had ex-| 
pressed of sending for Mrs. Owen, she 
was roused from her gloomy reflections | 
by the sound of that lady’s voice, in-| 
quiring from the servants whether their 
mistress had walked out. “* Uhis ts kind 
of you, indeed, my dear madam,” said 
Louisa, hastily descending the stairs. 
“ Why, my sweet little rose-bud,” re- 
joined the facetious Mrs. Owen, “* what 
can have occasioned this decrease of 
bloom!” And, still continuing to view 
her with a look of sy ares and asto- 
nishment, she added, * Although my 
favourite flower, | perceive, has been 
recently watered with the nurturing 
drops of dew.” 

There was a mixture of natural igno- 


SO 


THE PARLOUR COMPANION. 


days since the amiable Emily, wiping 
away with her fair hand a tear which 
flowed down her reddened cheek—“Oh, 
my dear Amanda! never trust in their 
oaths ; fly their company, and become 
wise by the experience of thy unhappy 
triend. [f you knew how he had feign- 
ed affection, with what grace he declar- 
|} ed it, with what ardour he looked on 
me, on the evening preceding the very 
day on which [I learned his base trea- 
chery—if you knew with what pleasure 
[ listened to him; how much I was 
moved by his look, his accent, his sup- 
posed love—yet was his love devoted 
to another !—I hear some one coming,” 
said Amanda; “ it is him.” “ How, 
sir, is it you?”—* Yes, my dearest 
Emily! it is me: [ come to throw my- 
self at your feet, and ask a thousand 
pardons for having been a day without 
seeing you. [I alone am the sufferer ; 
but you might have imagined sal 
have imagined nothing, or rather [ have 
forgotten every thing on seeing you 
again. — W here have you been?” “ I 
have been in the country!” “* Is that 
all!” ‘* Yes.” “ Ah, my dear Aman- 
da, [ alone am to blame . 

‘ There is no longer any friendship 











rance and assumed acquirements in the 


character of Mirs. Owen, that couid not! 


fail to amuse a cultivated mind; and 
as she was the only female with whom 
Louisa had any association, the atten- 
tion she received from her called forth 
gratitude and esteem; although she 


could not help smiling at her follies, | 


particularly when she indulged in what 
she termed her poetic flights. ‘Uhat this 
votary of the muses was in one of her 
Apollonian humours, was evident from 


the stvle of her address; but Louisa’s 


in the world !” exclaimed Edward this 
merning, as he quitted the house of the 
minister. “ He had promised me every 
thing; and the first time that I ask a 
favour, with what coldness he receives 
me, and with what harshness he refuses 
me! Alas! how honours change man- 
ners | Henceforth | will trust in no 
man’s friendship!” ‘ Sir,” said a ser- 

vant, Who entered at this moment, 
‘here is a letter’—“ Give it me— 
what! from the minister! what does he 





spirits were ip too depressed a state to! 


telt the want 
in whose 


be amused by it, and she 
of some conyenial spirit, 
som she could repose her inquictudes 
and distress. 


bo- | 





say? let us see.” “ It was not in my 
power, my dear Edward, to grant you 
|} what you asked me this morning, be- 
|} cause it would have been an act of in- 
justice; but in recompence for your 





(To be continued. ) 
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HASTY CONCLUSIONS. 


“ How deceitiul are men "” said a few | 


disappointment, 1 will take the person 
for whom you made application inte my 
office, and procure for him all the pre- 
ferment which his talents and your re- 





\commendation entitle him te—Believe 
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THE PARLOUR 


me your friend !” “ It is enough,” said 
Edward; ‘ this reconciles me to man- 
kind, and to my friend.” 

How wrong is it to judge too hastily! 
How much mischief we do to ourselves 
by too precipitately condemning others! 
—Oh! when shall we cease to pass the 
one half of our lives in repairing the er- 
rors and the follies of the other half! 

a 
For the Parlour Companion. 
TO 

How can a cold and senseless heart, 
One single ray of w armth impart, 

Itself hath ne’er possest ? 
Or angry looks true love convey, 
That nought of virtue do display, 

Existent in the breast! 


When heav’nly beams descend and pay 
Their homage to our icy way, 











A sweet return is giv’n. 
Each flow’ret aims the gift to share, 
Each little sprig its head doth rear, 
In thankfulness to heaven. 
Them oh! forbear those words to tell 
Of love sincere—and maniac cell ; 
They’re but illusive tales ! 
Affection pure can only reign, 
Where some blest good we may obtain, 
And worth alone prevails. 
M***, 


—<— 
SYMPATHY—TO EMMA. 


Enshrin’d in your bosom of snow, 
There’s asweet little cherub, my dear ; 
*Tis sympathy call’d, and we know, 
It brightens humanity’ s tear. 
A gift the most lovely and fair, 
That heaven on mortals bestows ; 
It pilots the pilgrim of care, 
Repulsive of sorrow and woes. 
Poor pale ey’d distress I descried, 
And merit on misery’s bed, 
By opulence surly denied 
A scrap of superfluous bread. 
Then I saw her love-sembled descend, 
To succour poor pale ey’d distress, 
Benevolence sweetly extend, 
And merit so wretched caress. 
So dew-dropping dawnings of morn, 
Pervade nature’s mantle so dark, 
Rekindle o’er landscapes forlorn, 
Of light and of life the warm spark. 





DRESS. 











There is no reason why a person 
should be esteemed proud or haughty, 
or account of his tasce for fine or gaudy 
clothes, any more than one who disco- 
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moths, or butterflies. Imagination in- 
fluence both to seek amusement in 
glowing colours; only the former en- 
deavours to give them a nearer relation 
to himself. It appears to me that a per- 

son may love splendour without any 
degree of pride; which is never con- 
nected with this taste, excepting when 
a person demands homage on account 
of the finery he exhibits. Then it 
ceases to be taste, and commences to 
be mere ambition. Yet the world is not 
sufficiently candid to make this essen- 
tial distinction. 





BEAUTY. 

There are few things which has been 
more differently defined by different au- 
thors than beauty. On appealing to 
writings of the ancients, we find So- 
crates calling it ‘a short-lived tyranny;’ 
Aristotle, one of the most precious 
gifts of nature ; Theophratus, ‘a mute 
eloquence ;’? Diogenes, ‘ the best letter 
of recommendation ;? Carneades, ‘a 
queen without soldiers ;’ Theocritus, 
‘a serpent covered with flowers ;? Bri- 
on, ‘ a good that does not belong to the 
possesser, because it is impossible to 
give one’s self beauty, or to preserve 
it.” After this most scientific display 
of quotations, all bristled with Greek 
names, may be added the definition of 
a modern author, who ealls it, * a bait 
that as often catches the fisher as the 
fish.’ 


I 


Beauty’s Grave. 
Go cull the choicest gifts of spring, 
And o’er this green turflet them wave; 
The fairest flow’rets hither bring, 
To deck this spot—’tis beauty’s grave 
Here many a bud and many a flower, 
In solitary pride shall bloom, 
To show relentless death’s stern power, 
For this lone spot is beauty’s tomb. 
And stranger music shall be born, 
In hour of night on breeze of heaven, 
And o’er this spet shallseem to mourn, 
But “ speak of peace and faults torgiven.” 
For oft ’tis said, where beauty lies, 
is heard the harp of spirit blest, 
As ou the breath of night it sighs, 
A requiem for the soul’s last rest. 
And oft shall village maids repair 








vers a fondness for birds, flowers, 


‘Yothislone spot, and bending creep, 
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And strew tie Wirt with dow’rs so fur. 
fo mark the spot where Ellen sieens. 


Phough no proud tomb its marbie rears, 
To catch the passing stranger's eye 
urt shail oft be wash’d with tears, 
Lad chum the tribute of a sigh. 
Phe wild rose and the tar biue bell, 
Upon thy breast shail carly wave, 


wt 
ls 


ind to the lonely wanderer teil, 
hat this os beauty’s humble rave, 
SNa cach ‘eturmng vernal hour, 


Uhe tarest, sweetest ‘lowers shail brig, 
» forms smiling lithe oower, 
becteck’a with cverv eit ot prog 








jh may those How’rets ever bioom, 

sc shed them sweets to breath of heaven, 
sinc haklowecd music o'er thiv tomb, 

Mu speak of peace and ‘aults forgiven. 

(Cs, Deauteous maid! those plants shail raise, 

} living monument to thee, 
bit Stull that wiid harp’s plaintive lavs, 
SHiull ETL US NOTES OT Melody, 
ranger, at ioncly spot cuntains, 
Vhat virt lent Could not save 
mead cil hat now remains 
‘oO nie, is beauty rrave. 
&s, meas hough thv cye may sinne 
Vout i hortia splendour brignt , 
| ve S rev divi 
‘\ mn Umma in shades of ment. 
POr VGaULly if WSLOrtelV G LlOower— 
r mrkied pageant of a day 

Jeath soon wiil come with envious power 

nd sweep the iragie plant away. 

Whiatisit then survives the tomb 

Virtue untading never dies, 

But shell wath Kincdling lustre bicom, 

\nd spreadits incense to the skies 
——————_— 
THE GATHERER.— Ve. IL. 

‘“ Tambuta catherer und deaier in viher " 
buff.” 

Chilo use tosay, that there were three things 
titheult: ‘To keep asccret O bearimypuries » and 
tu make FO0Q USE Of tim le observed, that 
+ mubp migyt yer (o threntcn or this is a fe 
Naie WOAKRMNESS Ph rat ttre SPEAUCST NarK Of WIS. 
liom Was tO restruun the tongue, especially at 
feast. Vhat one ought never to speak ill of any 
person; otherwise he would be perpetuaily ex. 
yosed ‘o the danger of USING Up CHCINICS Uppiist 
nmseit, and) of lenrine binges Sy ho means 
yreeable totum. ‘That « manouglit to visit lis 
rrends when in disgrace, rather than when in tr. 
vour, hat it was better lose, than to acquire 
il watten grin het a man of courage ought 
iuways to be Mika HUCNaeaVvoOUr LO Procure re- 
peot, rather than feer, He held, that the bes; 
yakloy In a state, is (oO teach the UZERS law to 
nanayge thea own frumiies with propriety. Phat} 

nan ought LO Marry & plain unaifected voman, | 
wud not to rei fninsell by the celebration of Us| 

yupliaa Mhat vole end Sait vere tred VW 2] 
ouci-stone;: but, that it Was by means of sold | 
wi salver that the hearts of men were ned, | 
Phat we oust [oO use cvery thie wall moder J 
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ion, lest we shouid be too sensibly affected with 


he ‘oss of them. 


The Gond Man's Grane 

Neath the tail oaks that shade yon village spire, 

Where, slowly winding steals the silver stream; 
Where weaned mortals from this world 
Lod peacetulsieen free fram vain fanev’s dream. 
ere lies entomb’d beneath the mouid’ving sod, 
The orphan’s father, and the poor man’s trend, 
Who smooth’d the rugged path affliction trod — 

Vhose pride was virtuous knowledge to extend. 
Chere oft at eve the rustic village throne, 

strew Howers of fancy o’erthe good man’s grave; 
Chere oft ateve they sing the songe— 

The song of sorrow for the sood and brave. 
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sacred 


Drunkenness. 


lave seen men, Who lad been gamblers, or 
vho had ‘ost themselves for a time in the depths 
nN icentlous nuwgence, ‘eturn ance, Uwice, Oo 
qrtue and usetuiness, like the dove to the ark. 
Sut (he abit of drunkenness operates as a sen- 
ence of eternal bamsiment from ail that is use 
ui and beautiful; it is the third and last denar 
ure of the Patrrarctis dove, and he whe takes 
t returns no more. 

Ive, the poet laureat, Was one oF Whose t[a- 
ents “real expectations were formed, but when 
i recerved (hat office, iis first ode, which was 
m the King’s birth dav, was very duil, tuil of il- 
usions to Syivan groves and feathered choirs, 
vinch beng shewn to Stevens, le lwumourousiy 
anl— 

* Aud when the fee was opened, 
‘ The derds began (0 sene, 
‘Oh! wasn’t that a dainty dish 
” 


‘ To set betore a Aene 


» traveller was asked ifhe knew what was the 
vest (ng in the world. “‘ Liberty,” he answer 
“i. The most pleasant © Gain.” The least 
cnown) “© Good fortune.’ Who is the mus D- 
vimnen inthe world? The learned man, who .as 
venes and enews the use of them ‘The most un- 
ortunate © The hoor oid man”? The most im. 
roTTUNAte © the hard-hearted creditor.’ The 
Nost (anpyerous ‘ The ignorant physicean.” 
he most worthy ot compassion © “ The liar whe 
snot believed when he speaks the truth.? 


Misers, says the editor of.the Annual Necroio. 
"y, are generaily batchelors, ‘Thais coreumstance 


mcdoubtedly origmates in a peculiar A 
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congmy ; ior possessing the tacuity of retention in 
wcmuinent Gegree, tliey seem averse to the ides 


noven squandermp away thew affections. 
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